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It will not be aiioided but this.* 

Therefore good mother ( I muft call you fo) 

Be the atturncy of my loue to her. 

Pleadcwhat I will be, not what Ihauebene, 
Notbydefertcs, but what I willdeferuc, 

V rge the ncccflitie and ftate of times. 

And be not pieui(h,fond in gre it defignes. 

Qu-' Shall /be tempted ofthediuell thus. 

King. I, ifthediuell tempt theeto doe good, 

Qh. Shall I forget my felfe, to be my felfe. 

Kmg. I,ifyourfelfcsremembrance,wrongyourfelfc, - 

But thou didft kill my children. 

King. But in your daughters wombe,I buried them. 
Where in that nett of fpicerie they {hall breed, 

Selfes of themfelbes, to your recomfiture. 

Qh. Shall 1 go winne my daughterto thy wifl. 

King. Andbeahappiemothcrbythedcede, 

Qu. Igoc,writetomcvericlhortIie. 

King, Bcare her my true Ioues kiffe/a rewell. 
Relenting foole, and {hallow changing woman. . .. 

Rat. My gracious Soucraignc on the weftemc coaft, 
Ridetb a puiffant N auie. To the fhore, 

7hrong manie doubtfoll hollow harted friendes, 
Vnarmd,and vnrefolud to beate them backe; 

Tis thought that Richmond is their admiral]. 

And there they hull, expetfting but the aide, 
OfBuckingham,to welcome them a fhore. 

King. Some light fbote friend, poft to the Duke ofNorff. 
Ratcliffe tby felfe, or Catctfoic, where is hce? 

Cat. Here my Lord. 

King. Flie to the Duke 3 poft thou to Salisburie, 

When thou comft there, dull vnmindfull villainc, 

Whic ftandft thou ftill .? and goeft not to the Duke. 

Cat . Firft mightie Soucraignc, let me know your mindej 
What, from your grace, I {hail deliuer them. 

King. O, true good Catefbic, bid him leuieftraightj 
The greateft ftrength and power hecan make, 

And raecte me prelcndic at Salisburie. 






Exit, 

Enter 
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of Richard the third. 

Rat. Whatisityourhighnespleafure, 1 fhall do at Salisbu- 
Kixtr. Whie? what wouldft thou do : there before I goe? (ty, 
Rat. Yourhighnes told me I fhould poft before. 

King. My mind is changd fir, my minde is changd. 

How now, what ne wes with you? 

Enter Darbic. 

Par. None good my Lord, to pleafe you with the hearing, 
Nor none fo bad, but it may well be told . 

K mg. Hoiday,a riddle, neither gooffnorbad: 

Why doeft thou runne fo many mile about. 

When thou maitt tell thy tale a neerer way. 

Once more, what newes? 
par. Richmond is on the Seas. 

King. There lethim finke,andbe the feasonjiim, 

White liuerd runnagate,what doeth he there? 

Par. 1 know not mightie Soueraigne,butby gucffc. 

King. Wellfir, as you gucffc, asyou gueffe.. 

Par. Sturd vp by Dorfet, Buckingham, and Elie, 

He makes for England,there to claime the crowne. 

King, Is the chairc emptier is the fword vnfwaicd? 

Isthe king dead ? the Empire vnpoffcft? 

Whathcirc of Yorke is there aliuc but we? 

And who is Engl ands King, but great Y orkes heire,? 

Then tell me, what doeth he vpon the lea? 

Dor, Vnleflfe for that my liege, I cannot gueffe. 

King Vnlefle for that,he comes to be your liege. 

You cannot gueffe, wherefore the Welftiman comes. 

Thou wilt reuolt, and flie tohim /feare. 

Bar, No mightie liege, therefore miftruft me not. 

Kmg Where is thy power then ? to beate him backe. 

Where are thy tennants ? and thy followers? 

Ate they not now vpon the Wefteme fhore? 

Safe conducing, the rebels from their {hips. 

Bar, No my good Lord, my friendes are in the North. 

King, Cold friends to Richard, what doe they in the North? 
When they fhould feme, their Soueraigncin the Weft. 

Bar. Tney.hauc nothin commaundcd, mightie foueraigne, 
Pleafe it your Maieftie to giuc me lcauc. 

Be mu* 
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